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That's One Way To Kill Time 


Rock Allegiance Festival, Philadelphia, September 17, 2016 


Taylor left the Liberty Stage, which was technically outside the venue, only to bump right into Jerry. He 


grabbed the other man's shoulders and merely stared for a moment before pulling him into a hug. 
"Dudel | didn't even know you were there! Why didn't you say anything? Did you watch the whole set?" 
Jerry laughed as he returned the hug. "Yeah, | just wanted to watch you guys. You were great!" 
"Thanks. What time do you guys go on?" 

"Ten-fifteen. Like two more hours. I'm going fucking stir-crazy." 

"Ah, the problems of a headliner,” Taylor teased. 


"Well, you should know, too." 


"| know! | do. But | generally find something to keep me busy." As he started back toward the Chevy Metal van, 
he pulled his sweaty t-shirt off. Taylor still spoke to Jerry, who had no choice but to follow him. "Where you 
headed after this?" 


"Uh," Jerry had to think and not stare at the sweaty, half-naked drummer as the unseasonably hot sun 


glistened on his damp skin "We're off tomorrow and in Virginia the next day." 

At the van, Taylor yanked open the side door and climbed in 

Jerry stopped and gave the van a long look, wrinkling his nose. “This is what you're riding in?" 

Taylor was rummaging around in the back. "What's that? Didn't hear you." 

The older man ducked his head in and noticed the brown shag carpet on the walls and floor of the van. "Wow." 


Taylor was pulling on a pair of jeans, giving Jerry a quick glimpse of his bare ass. The drummer turned around 


and grinned. "Pretty cool, right?" 
"Uh," Jerry stammered again. "Sure. Cool." He looked around. "You really drove this thing all the way from LA?" 


"Yep." Taylor sat down on the makeshift couch in the back, which was more or less just a plywood frame 


covered in shag carpet, and reached for his sneakers. 


Jerry stepped into the van and pulled the door closed. As Taylor gave him a curious smile, Jerry sat down 


beside him, chuckling at the 1180s Heather Thomas poster tacked to the van's wall. "Classy." 
"I had that same poster in my bedroom when | was sixteen" 


"Hopefully not the very same one," Jerry snickered. "Is that what you're hoping to recreate here? Teenage 


boy's fantasy?" 

The drummer suddenly went a little shy. "Well, no. Not really." 

With a smirk curling the corner of his lips, Jerry said, "So l'm not gonna find condoms in the glovebox?" 
‘| didn't say that," Taylor replied with a smirk of his own. 

Jerry slid a little closer. "Did | mention | was going stir-crazy?" 

"Yes, | remember you saying that. | also remember me saying | usually find a way to keep busy." 


"You guys leaving tonight?" 


"In a couple hours." 
"Maybe you'll stay and watch my set." 
"Maybe." 


Jerry touched Taylor's hair, twirling a lock around his finger. He used it to pull Taylor closer and meet him in a 
kiss. He pressed his slightly parted lips to the drummer's and gently pushed his tongue into Taylor's mouth. 


Taylor hummed quietly as he eagerly returned Jerry's kiss. When he was released, he smiled and told the older 


man, "This was my teenage fantasy." 
"Trying to make me feel old?" 


Taylor shrugged. "Not too old, | hope. Because this is usually how | keep busy, too." He turned on his side and 
leaned back, grasping Jerry's shirt and pulling him closer. 


Jerry allowed himself to be pulled on top of the drummer, settling between Taylor's spread legs. "This is cozy. 


I's a shame you put these jeans on, though." 

"They come off as easily as they went on. Do yours?" 

"For the most part." 

Taylor grinned as he pulled Jerry down into another deep kiss. After they made out for a few moments, he 
pushed Jerry back and wriggled out from underneath him. Taylor moved down to the floor of the can and 
pulled Jerry's long legs down. He went to work, pulling off the older man's slip-on black Vans. "These look 


familiar," The drummer commented as he dropped them aside. 


Jerry watched Taylor work quickly to unbutton and unzip his jeans. He sighed and sunk down deeper on the 


carpet-lined couch. 


Taylor met Jerry's gaze as he tugged at the older man's jeans. He grinned when Jerry lifted up so he could 
pull them down. When he saw the way Jerry's shorts were already tented, Taylor chewed his bottom lip. 


"That's what you want, isn't it?" Jerry asked. 


"Oh, hell yeah," He replied as he reached for the elastic waistband of the older man's shorts. Taylor slowly 
peeled them away, gasping softly at the sight of Jerry's cock. "Damn" 


The older man wrapped a hand around himself, stroking slowly. "Come on, now." 


"Just wanted to admire it for a second" 


"IFII look even better in your mouth." 

The drummer slide his rough hands up Jerry's thighs, making him hiss. Taylor moved a little closer and 
covered Jerry's hand with his own. He encouraged Jerry to keep stroking while he lowered his head and swiped 
the tip of his tongue across the head. 

"Yeah, that's it, baby," Jerry purred. 


Taylor liked to tease, however, and while he continued to move Jerry's fist up and down, he only licked and 


kissed the head of the older man's cock. "This is an amazing dick. | really need to take my time and savor it" 
"God damn, Hawkins. Just put it in your fucking mouth." 

"Oh, hush up there, Cantrell. You have two hours to kill. What's your hurry?" 

Jerry grabbed a handful of Taylor's hair. "Evil fucker." 

Taylor snickered quietly but let Jerry push his dick past his lips. As he slowly sucked, he moved Jerry's hand 
away and wrapped his own around the beautiful cock in his mouth. Taylor let his spit slide down Jerry's long 


shaft, only to be caught by his hand. It made Jerry's cock slick and Taylor jerked him faster. 


"Fuck, Hawkins. So fucking good," Jerry groaned. he bucked his hips, sending himself deeper down the drummer's 
throat. 


Taylor's free hand clenched around the older man's bare thigh and pushed back, panting softly when Jerry's 
dick slipped from his mouth. 


"Come here," Jerry commanded. 

The drummer stretched his neck and let Jerry seal his lips against his in a long, deep kiss. 

Jerry guided him back up onto the couch on his hands and knees. He reached underneath Taylor and 
unbuttoned his jeans, sliding them down just enough to expose the drummer's bottom. "Damn, look at that 
sweet little pussy." 


Taylor swung his hips back and forth. "Bet you'd like to taste it, wouldn't you?" 


"Oh, fuck yeah." Jerry pushed Taylor's shoulders down and kept his hand there. He dipped his head low as he 
shifted on the couch. He let his beard tickle across Taylor's hole, making the drummer gasp and twitch. 


"Just fucking lick it!" 


"Demanding little shit, ain't ya?" Jerry murmured before swiping his tongue across Taylor's hole. "Oh, yeah. 
Such a hot, little pussy. Gonna enjoy stuffing my cock inside of you." 


Taylor closed his eyes and grunted in response. 

The older man licked around the rim while his fingers spread Taylor's cheeks apart and slowly stroked over 
tender spot between his hole and his balls. He used his tongue to tease Taylor, lapping over his hole and making 
it wet. He pushed the tip just inside of Taylor and wiggled it. 

"Fuck me! Jesus, Cantrell!" 

"Relax, baby. | got two hours to kill” 


"Oh, god" Taylor dropped his head to the couch, turning to watch Jerry. 


Their eyes met as Jerry pulled back a little to slide his middle finger into his mouth. He purred as he sucked 
on it. With a slow smirk, he introduced the digit to Taylor's ass and gently pushed it in. 


The drummer bucked and hissed as he tried to get accustomed to it. "Fuck! You're fucking finger's almost as 


big as that dick!" 


Soon, he had Taylor rocking back on two of his thick fingers, groaning and practically begging for more. As he 
pulled his hand away, "Condoms in the glovebox, right?" 


Taylor panted and sighed. "Uh-huh." 
With a hard smack on the drummer's ass cheek, Jerry stood up and kicked away his jeans. He grabbed a 
condom and quickly returned to the couch, rolling it onto his hard dick. As he positioned himself behind Taylor, 


Jerry hissed, "Ain't gonna wanna sit on that drum stool for a fucking week." 


He was right. He drilled Taylor into the couch and, after Jerry came, he flipped the dazed and blissfully sore 
drummer over and finished the job by sucking Taylor off. 


"You are a fucking legend," Taylor panted as Jerry wiped his mouth. 


The older man smirked. "You should catch me on stage sometime. | do okay there, too." He patted Taylor's thigh 
and stood up. 


"| would but | don't think | can move." 
"Don't be such a pussy, Hawkins." 


"Fuck you," He laughed. "You've never been fucked with that dick of yours." 


Jerry grinned. "No, but ." 
Taylor laughed harder until he groaned. "Wait! Who?!" 
The older man merely smiled as he got dressed. 


As they headed to the backstage area, there was a considerable spring in Jerry's step while Taylor walked a 
bit slower, winching and reaching back to rub his butt every third step or so. 


When Alice went on, Taylor reluctantly sat down to watch. He groaned and tried to hold himself up a bit and 
caught Jerry grinning at him between songs. Taylor made a face and flipped him off. 


After their set, the older man helped Taylor stand and walked him back to the Chevy Metal van, where Wiley 
and Chris and Tim Fly were waiting. Jerry pulled the drummer into his arms and hugged him tightly. "Safe 
travels. Take care of that sweet ass," He whispered in Taylor's ear. 

"Same to you. Next time, I'm gonna make you sore." 

Jerry kissed his cheek and smiled sweetly. "It's a date, Hawkins." 


"Bye, Jer." Taylor slowly pulled away and gingerly climbed into the van. 


As Taylor pulled the door closed, Jerry heard someone inside yell at Taylor. "Next time you fuck someone, T, 


clean up the fucking used condom, you pig.” 


